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:attle missed by [he main roundu 
a small herd oi stragglers, they were heading 
back to the big Rafter R ranch. By late after- 
noon they had reached a grassy draw in the 
Riondo Foothills. 

'■We'll bed down here," Melody decided, 

Thil is the last good glass and water before 
we cross the suit Hats'." 

"Butno," Mid Pedro. He eyed Melody curi- 
ously. "For a man in love, you have the great 
patience, uniigu. Par almost 4 week you have 
not teen the Bp-beautiful Senorita Lenore 
Roberts. Me, I would drive all ni^ht to reach 
her arms the more swiftly." 

Melody snorted, "And [he so-teugh Senor 
Adam Roberts would tiuiii|j you flat tor run- 
ning weight oft his pri*c beef." His lean face 
softened. "I'm anxious 10 see Lenore again, 
but the job comes first, We're drifters, Pedro, 
but when we take on a job we see it through." 

Pedro started to answer, then broke off to 
peer intently down toward the salt Hats below. 
His eyebrows lifted. "Someone rides this way, 
and unless rny eyes deceive me, it is Senorila 
Lenore. It seems her patience was less strong 
than yours, arnigo." He grinned impishly. "I 
have just- remembered important business back 
along the trail. I will return later, whistling 
loudly as 1 come." 

He clucked to Rosita, his mouse-gray mule, 
and went cantering off out of sight among the 
pines. Melody turned Prairie out to graze and 
was building up a cooking Hre when a calico 
pony came pounding up the slope and a slim 
figure leaped off to run into his waiting arms. 

"Melody, Melody," panted Lenore Roberts, 
clinging to bin with desperate arms "1 was 
terrified. If I hadn't found you . . ." 

"Honey," Melody said softly, "what is it? 
You're frightened and trembling." He stroked 
the »oli gold ot het hair, with tenderness in his 
eyes. 

Two weeks before he and Pedro, following 




spring roundups north, had been h 
Lcnore's father, old Adam Robert: 
Rafter R through roundup and brandin] 
had met the slim lovely girl th 
thing electric and vital had flowed bet' 
them at first sight. Melody had serenadet 
at night, singing the lovely melod 
trail that had earned him his nicknami 
she had come to him in the moonlight, oftj 
her heart, 

From that first night, his happiness had 
creased and poor Pedro's unhappiness I 
deepened. Willi Melody's 
of their old carefree wandering days togeth 
But he 'would say nothing to mar his l rien 
happiness. Now Lenore was in Melody's 
trembling, and he said again, softly, "V 
is it. dear?" 

"It's Billy," she sobbed. "Billy Bearse. I 
mad with jealousy. He's ueen practising v 
his guns ever since you left. He r 
you and kill you when you i 

"Billy Bearse?" Melody stiffened, visualiz- 
ing the slim, intense young cowhand who had 
so unaccountably hated him from his first day 
at the ranch. "But you never told me Billy wai 
in love with you. Was there anything beiween 

"We were engaged." she whispered. "Billy 
was building a cabin for us in the hills. Then 
you came and nothing else seemed to matter." 
She clutched him fiercely. "You can't go back, 
Melody. Leave the cattle here. We'll go away, 
I'm ready to go with you, anywhere." 

HER arms clutched him wildly, drew hii 
face down. Her lips flame-pressed against 
his, and her worried eyes begged him to run 
away, Almost fiercely he drew away. "I can't 
run, my dearest. You know that. Thei 
hiding place in heaven or earth for a man who 
' runs away. I'll drive the herd on in and havs 
this out. Are you sure in your heart, my love?" 

"Oh, yes," she sobbed. "There can never be 
anyone but you. But you can't corne back 



ody. He'll face you. One of you will die 

:n't stand that." 



■Lit n h „ a * '? h ' r Me,ody said w'Hy- "Go 
|g?.» la,k °'g°'"g .wy.Hta, m„ e r"2l 

I reck. „„ e >» C ° Urae °' l0Ve haS come upon the 
I Melody told him briefly of Lenore's fears 
It. a problem, Pedro. I have the choice of 
tunning away and being branded yellow . 
» down the West, or of riding i„ 
Hilly. I 11 have to let myself he shot, or shool 
in love -° Un|r g " y Wh< " e ° nly is °«i"E 

f,lHn« Sh °° k h ', S „^ ad " The >hi"gs we 

fill into, amigo. Who can tnow the heart of a 
woman? If yo „ shoot this young cabal"™ the 
scnorit, migh, hate you. l/you Jj 0 nor. shewn! 
hate him and you will be so-dead Senor 
Melody. I say we should go away" 

No. Melody .aid. "If we go,' the word 
mil spread. Every gun-buzzard in he .„ 
wr l feel obligated to face us. We'll have fig g 
after fight until somebody draws faster o 
shoots straighrer. Too m.Ay wan, , 0 kin Z 
now. Pedro, bu, are held back by fear f we 
destroy that fear, or give false *deas of „"r 

rRfLXrdLT. erbep ""- w " id ™» 
Trir,L°h^ a ^hr.he^ 

morning's heat had begun ,o strike Alkali 
to* smoked up from the hoofs of !„e * 
The .„„ ,gh, struck blindingly from he 
IcV, , PUr r Wh "= some'ancien, sea 

waterholes P ° S " S worthless 

Squinting into the brilliance. Melody sud- 
denly stiffened. "Pedro. haze the herd on 
ahead. I II join you ,„ a fe „ . 
fatten an idea that may pull us out of this 
crazy jackpot in one piece." 

Swinging Prairie away, he rode to a bank 

sous „ 8 L ? e " r ° sa " Wm diam °""< and 
sq at down to chip away a, the hard crust. 

on he "ran l H ff he / e J oi "= d companion 

on the trail. He offered no explanation, but his 

face had lost its lines of strain. 
It was short of noon when they hazed the 

haw hng th.rsty imo a corr / behmd 

gutter H barns, turned their mounts out and 
started toward the bunkhouse on foot Pedro 
peering ahead, muttered nervously. All the 
hands were gathered near the bunkhouse and 

hL X « 8 Vera " da ° f the mai " "noh 
house, the flutter of a dress showed where 
Lenore was watching. A moment later a slim 
determined figure left the group and started 
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Walking Stifflv OUt In mo„> it. 

winking f r om y ,be but, 

fri=n„""r' ,S , ide '" "'""'J' !ald »ri»p!y to hi, 

could see Billy Bearse's tense f, „Z th 

e minaHonln °' "" i" 6 "' a ™' » ild d " 
termination ,„ every l,„ e „f his body. f„ lhe 

s.oo k d Sr r n h- L ™°""" fr ° m lhe ""-da and 

"'ThaT's ■ han u d ' " sainst h « £a «. 

saddle tramn " ' 5 " >U """-stealing 

saddle-tramp, came the harsh, savage voice of 
Billy Bearse. "Make your play or go, down on 

ward Th" H ' S "f ht " a " d ? "own" 

ward. There was a slap of flesh on walnut as 

.corner™' 1 *"*""■> 

Melody's draw was swift and effortless In 
one smooth movement his own rigl ,, hanu 

gun hamm" „T """"" ">= 
gun-hammer and let ,t slip f rec> BVC „ . 

muzzle was clearing the holster 

Billy Bearse's gun was only half out of the 

uTredBUl" T^' 8 '" , "" ckcd a "» "> " 
dered. Billy yelled ,„ a high, choked voice of 

M. Co. " heaV " y ' 

As he threshed in the dust, Lenore ran across 

oV"" S 6 fe " ° n k "<" >>'"<>' "l>° hoy 
sobbing. She caught Billy's curly head to her 

she a rock7dTrT E ^ 

■ JKDRO, moving up beside Melody, said 
« quietly. H would appear, amigo. that yot, 
were wise to w,„ and test the Senorita." * 

I figured she still loved Billy, deep in her 
heart Pedro. He offered a home and security 
whh fh rd , °M wanderer to compete 

with that m the long run. I g Ue ss her heart 
was wiser than her head. Well, shall , .« 
our bedrolls and hit the trail?" K 

"But the boy." Pedro said. "Will you not see 
how badly he is hurt? If she loves him-" 

Melody chuckled. "When I was a button up 
north, Pedro, ,„ old fellow near our place 
guarded his apple orchard from us kid, with 
a shotgun loaded with rock salt. It couldn't 
injure anybody much, but it sure did sting I 
figured „ might take the figh, out of Billy and 

whJ, h Tr 7 ^ y CdSe aS a g"n-hawk. That's 
wha, hell be hollering about for a while yet 

,hi°, t V , Sl " llS Wi "' C ° ins ° f salt f'o™ 
that sink back on the flats." 

THE END 
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Maybe it's exactly the 
magazine you've been looking 

for... the magazine that 
will end your search for 

exciting, romantic stories 
that are real. 

Each month over a million 
and a half women buy 

True Confessions, the No. l 

confession magazine, at the 
newsstands of America, 

because they know they'll 
find ihrilling life stories 
of courtship and marriage 
in every issue. 
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Why not try a copy? 
Price 10c... the most 
outstanding magazine 
buy in the nation! 

today at your newsstand 



